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A submarine lies helpless at the gentlemen, your

bottom of the sea. Inside are .
twenty men—trapped. Verd|Ct
Rescue will not arrive for
seven days. There is enough Michael Bruce
oxygen to last twenty men /Jess
than three days . . .
But the same oxygen will keep
five men alive for the seven days
until rescue . . .
You are the captain. What is
your decision?

(1}
Next Witness.”
“Call Torpedoman Preece.”
Lieutenant Paull bowed his head and covered his face with his hands.
‘Though the courtroom was tense and silent around him, all he could
see was the long compartment with fifteen men lying dead on the floor
and five men staring in stricken silence. Though the proverbial pin
could have been heard drop in the courtroom, he could still hear the
ghastly sound as fifteen men died and their cups fell with a clateer at
their feet.
"“Tell the court what happened, in your own words, please.”
“Well, sirs, it was like this. We was on this trial cruise, and was run-
ning at about ten fathoms off Steins Point, when the mine got us .. .”

Lieutenant Paull tried to shut out the voice with his fingers in his
ears. He had told that story first. Then Engineer Nordin had given his
version. Speer had told his story next, followed by Jenvey. Now Preece
was repeating it. Each story was the same yet a little different, and each
sentence struck the lieutenant like the lash of a whip.

They had been running at ten fathoms at half speed when the explo-
sion came. Probably it had been a drifted acoustic or magnetic mine
which should have rusted long before, for a contact one would have
finished everything and everyone at once.

It had been just 1430 hours when the submarine shuddered to a blow
that felt like the impact of Thor’s hammer. Her tail rose, she rolled half
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a steep, swift dive. Men fell or were flung in

ted down in
over and starte Paull, half stunned, found himself under

scrambling heaps. Lieutenant

four heavy men. )
Almost instantly, it seemed, Lieutenant-Commander Oram’s Voice
rang over the uproar: " SCop engines. Blow one and two. Blow four apq

e
six.
The engines had been racing above top speed, and every man kney

the reason. The blast had blown the propellers off. Now it was impos.
sible to reverse and unless she were checked soon, the submarine’s steg|
bow would crumple like tin as she rammed the bottom of the sea.

The noise of the engines died, and the bow began to rise as she
rolled back to a level keel. But she still slid forward, deeper and deeper,

from the initial impetus of the dive.
“Blow seven and eight. Hard arise with the bow planes. Hard aport,”

came Oram’s voice again. ©
“Steering gears jammed, sir,” reported the coxswain.

At that moment the submarine struck. Except for those who were
holding something, the whole crew went down again, this time sliding
to the forward end of each compartment. But the speed of her down-
ward rush had been checked, she was almost on an even keel, and the
bottom was the tip of the sandbank that extended from Steins Point
not the rocky ocean floor. ,

“...and he orders: Report your instruments.”” Preece’s voice broke
through the lieutenant’s fog of memory.

They had reported. Bow planes immovable, apparently buried in
sand.yThe radio was still usable, though damaged. The bow tanks could
be neither blown nor looded, their vents clogged with sand. At the
szern the propellers were gone, the steering gear wrecked and the scern
tanks flooded. All the hatches were hopelessly jammed. But by some
mi’?hde there was no leak in the ship irself. ‘ !

s acrapes, ) ad broken ribs. All had bruises
“Call the shore station,” Oram ordered the radio ‘
> man. 'And lec me
k'r'l;:(; :esss;?;; :'55}221111 ihave rhe'm,, ,please. ".
"“Our tender £ot some or;%;; ,bi::.rs, th; s Somaispored a secand Jsict
“Right, 'l alk 0 s+ L tand reported we were probably hit.”
> and Oram took up the radio telephone.
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“Yes, sir, must have been a mine. Our steering geat is wrecked, pro-
pellers have gone, and she dived into the sands off Steins Point. The
stern tanks are flooded, and she won’t move at all. None of our hatches,
even the escape ones, can be opened. Torpedoman Kimmel is dead,
but the rest are all right . . . We're about thirty fathoms down. We can
be reached fairly easily and we’ve enough air for almosttwo days.”

The earphones rattled faintly for a few seconds . . . Lieutenant-

Commander Oram’s face paled.

“How soon can our second one be ready, sir?"” he asked. There was a
pause and the earphones rattled again. “How about planes then, sir?”
There was a longer pause and the earphones sounded again for nearly
half 2 minute. “I see, sir,”” he said, almost in a whisper. Then he laid
the instrument down and for nearly a minute sat staring blindly in front
of him.

“What's wrong, sir?"’ Lieutenant Paull asked atlength.

Lieutenant-Commander Oram faced him: *'As you heard, our tender
got some of the blast. It jammed her steering gear for a minute. This
trip was to test the new stabilizers in a storm, like the one top-side.
That storm just drifted our tender onto those rocks—remember them?
—and she is burning like a torch . . . The next nearest one is in dry dock,
four hundred miles away, with half her plates off. She can’t possibly get
here for a week . . . Planes are grounded until the storm ends, and then
they can’t bring all the equipment they’ll need to get us out. The shore
station is doing all it can to find another ship.”

Lieutenant Paull shuddered as he recalled his feelings. Their own
render wrecked and no other ship near meant rescue was impossible for
five days, mote like a week, and they had air for les than two days.

Then Oram roused himself.

“Have a drink served out all round, please, Mr. Paull,” he said. “And
send four bottles forward to me. When they have had their drink, send
the five married men to me.”

In some bewilderment Lieutenant Paull obeyed.

“We was glad to get that drink, sirs,” came Preece’s voice. “An’ when
we'd downed it, we five reported to the Old Man—beg pardon, sirs—
Cap’n Oram. He told us he had special duty for four of us, what could
only be done by married men with families, and as far as he knew,
there wasn't nothing to choose between us. Would we draw lots? We
did, an’ Nordin, Speer, Jenvey and me got the marked ones . .
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The voice faded out, and Lieurenant Pl etiedicn swellow chie LumP

in his throat.
" Tlhe men had gone back to their comrades. Oram called the shore

station again. "Any luck with the ships, sir?" he asllc'ed. T’here ol
slight pause and a faint sound from the earphones. “That’s absolutely
certain, then, sir?” There was a longer pause, 4 few more sounds from
the phones. " Thank you, sir. I'll call again—later.” '

“ Assemble the men, please, Mr. Paull,” he ordered. ““I wish to Saya
few words to them.”

When everyone was gathered, Lieutenant-Commander Oram came
in. He was cartying the four bottles of whisky and a tray with six
white mugs; putting them down, he faced the crew.

“Men,"” he began, and hesitated. “Men, I have a few things to say
and they're not all pleasant, nor easy. First, I'd like to say that I think
you're the finest crew I've ever seen, let alone commanded . .. I know
that you will take this news like men. You know what's happened.
Well, we're stuck. And we're stuck until someone on top pulls the sub
up, for all our hatches are stuck too. Now there is one very hard job to
be done, but it’s one that can be done only by men with families. You
know them; they drevy lots for the job just now and Preece, Nordin,
Speelr( and Jenvey gotit. I'll tell them what it is in a few minutes. [
frh;;' Y(ﬂu i?r theuqunck, cheerful way you have carried out orders . . .
e oo et fob y sipping and no heeltaps and then we’ll get
u With a face white as death he poured a stiff drink in each man’s ¢

e gave Preece, Nordin, Spe d : P

peerand Jenvey four of the white mugs

which were already charged. |
ged. He gave the fifth i
and took the last one himself. He raised his cu(;ane o Heurenane Paol

“%(]);inslavedour lc(ountry and King,” he said and drank
en drank; and drinking, died. Lik :
» died, Like '
chgkneld i?d fell. The cups clattered on the ﬂ(())[;i S
¥ Lieutenant-Commander Oram, Lieutenant Paull and Preece

Nordin, Speer and ;
Fiicds P Jeavey remained standing, white mugs in rheir

Iheﬂ Olalll Spokf ) lllS VoiCe Ilal‘Sh a.lld CllPPEd
? ] th
h’ie[l he grated € ShOl‘C Statlon repO[tS our tende[ 15 wrec.

ne iS In dl'yd k a y(l W an't get
0C ’
,as u knO > and C g
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here for 2 week. They have contacted all the planes they can and the
earliest any help can arrive is between six and seven days. We had air
for less than two days for all of us. Now there will be air for all five of
you for seven days. Obey my last orders. Mr. Paull, you will take com-
mand. Men, remain alive and take your orders from Mr. Paull. You can
still serve your country. Y our job is to—wait.”
“*And why not you, sir?” whispers Nordin.”" Preece’s voice again.

“] am going to join my Crew as soon as I have made my report,” was
Oram’s quiet answer.

He wrote out the report and signed it. He had the bodies placed in an
end compartment. Then he called the shore station.

At that flat, unemotional voice: "I have arran ged that Lieutenant
Paull, Engineers Nordin and Jenvey, Torpedoman Preece and Cox-
swain Speer will survive, by arranging the death of the fifceen others—"'
there was a horrified squawk from the earphones. He wenton: “"None
of the others had the least idea of what I intended doing. I atran ged
thar the men with families should survive. The eatire responsibility is
mine . . . No, sir, you won't be able to court-martial me. I could con-
demn my whole crew to death or sacrifice fifteen and save five, and am
going to join the others. Good-bye, sir.”

“Then six days later they reached us, sirs. God, we was glad.”
““That is all,”” said the president of the court. He turned to the officers
“Gentlemen, it is for you to decide, guilty ot not guilty.”

Michael Bruce, born in Alberta, was a gunner in the Canadian Army dnrin
the Second World War. He spent three years overseas in the artillery and in
a note o MACLEAN'S, which published bis  Gentlemen, Your Verdict

(Jan. 1, 1947), be said that the idea for bis story " grew ous of a barrack
room argument—whether a commander was justified in sacrificing some of
his men to save others” .



"I hear the marigolds but not the - tha s nd of

daisies anymore. It’s too late in

the year for them.” hO“yhOCkS
What sort of man hears the

flowers talking to him? What are  Hugh Garner

the flowers telling him? Is this

man crazy, Or aré the flowers

telling him something important

__some truth meant for bis ears

alone?

two young student nurses
were shooting pool with a couple of the patients in the recreation room,
but the TV set on the glassed-in veranda was turned off. It was almost
time for late evening sedation, and most of the patients were sitting on
the edges of their beds, wearing pajamas and dressing gowns. They
were waiting for the registered nurse on the evening shift, accom-
panied by a male attendant, to bring along her tray of sleeping potions
and pills.

Pinehills Clinic is now about evenly divided between alcoholics and
what we called “*head cases,”” which covers a bewildering variety of
psychoneurotics and relatively harmless psychotics. The drunks tend
to band together for companionship but most of the head cases, except
those recovering following treatment, live in their own loner’s world.

I gave a wave to the professor and the Protestant minister as I
passed the open door to their room and they waved back before con-
tinuing their conversation. The door to the next room was shut, as
were the doors to the rooms across the hall, but the next one on the
left was open. I paused in the hallway and Jooked in. One of the beds
was empty, but sitting on the edge of the other was a tall good-looking
young man who was a close neighbor of mine in the dining hall. He
was staring at the floor, his chin in his hands and his head undulating
with the forlorn despair of a caged polar bear.

Somebody, before my arrival, had nicknamed him “Rock Hud son,”
which ficted his tall good looks and his movie star air of disdainful
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He did not look up but continued mumbling to himself |
back to the dormitory where I had been sleeping fo,
y arrival at the clinic. While we waited for the 5
diose plans of the young man in the next beg

quietude.
made my way
three nights SINCe m
[ listened to the gran
bubbled wich the excicement &

his manic cycle. .
After breakfast the next morning one of the attendants stopped me

in the hall and said, “Mr. Armstrong, we're moving you into one of the
rooms.” He took my bag and clothes from a dormitory locker, and |
followed him along one of the bisecting corridors that formed an [,
through the ward, lined with single and two-bed rooms. He entered one
of the semi-privates and hung my clothes in a closet. I wasn't too
happy to discover I was to share Rock Hudson's sleeping quarters.

My roommate was out, having been taken downstairs with the others
for his tri-weekly electric shock treatments.

During the first two days we shared the room not a word passed
between Rock Hudson and me, he seemingly content to sit on his bed
stating out of the window or down at the floor, while I sought com- ’
panionship among my fellow drunks. He occasionally muttered a few
words to himself, but most of his time seemed to be listening to
sounds pitched too high for others to hear, like an unheard noise that
wakens a sleeping dog.

On the third aftemoqn Ilay down in my bed to grab a short nap.
Mohsr of the ward’s patients had gone for a walk through the grounds
¥;}ter: pa; olf .atter;d:‘mts, while others were down in Occupational
e OE);heae dmf ct) f(;:irsngoscasms, walle@ and ce;amics. Rock was sit-
ko b a%’vare b easis u;l;lal,ditjar,mg at his shoes. 'Thoughll
P S el y arstval he didn’t look up. I was just dozing

poke to me for the first time.

“Thear the marigolds but no the
vear fot them.”

[ turned my head :
and sl Y head sharply and stared at him. He was looking at me

“I'suppose daisies darea

Urse

) W
f one who has almost reached the top ;}0

daisies any more. It’s too late in the

springtime flower,” I agreed, not wanting to

1gnore him but feeling fool; 1
sucha kooky c<:)nver§1ti(())(;3iISh o Hoving myslft b dewn o

“They're
Dot necessarily g sprip ori
t sprin "
Well—no, e nm).’” pringtime flower,” he corrected me.
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“They tell me everything. Especially the hollyhocks. They're a funny
kind of flower in a way, tall and gangling, but they’'ve got good ears.”
I sat up, as casually as I could.
“They were Sandra’s favorite flower. I could never understand why,
Most people like roses or ‘mums or even petunias, but not hollyhocks.”
I agreed.
He turned away and stared through the window at the red tile roof
of a building across the courtyard, nodding now and then as if some-
body or something was talking to him.

He spoke to me quite often from then on, though he didn't make
much sense at first. By the end of my second week however his shock
treatments or something had seemed to snap him out of his earlier
mental isolation, and he talked quite sanely for short periods of time.
From what he told me I was able to piece together a two-dimensional
sketch of what his life had been up to then.

Rock was the only child of one of my city’s leading bankers. He had
attended the right prep school, and later had taken a business admin.
course in university. On graduation he had gone into one of the down-
town branches of his father’s bank as an assistant accountant, and
from then on his promotions had been foreordained.

One evening as we sat smoking in our room, and I listened to Rock
do most of the talking, he suddenly exclaimed, ' She’s the Bitch of
Belsen!” We hadn't been talking about women at the time, but I pre-
sumed he was talking about his wife.

Sandra had been a teller in the bank, and their romance had been the
old familiat one of a young man and woman brought together throngh
office propinquity. He had taken her to lunch a few times before they
had an evening date, bur after that he began visiting her apartment,
which she shared with another girl. When her roommate married and
moved away he half moved into the aparment with her, paying a share
of the rent. Though Sandra was a high school dropout he was sure she
was intelligent and pretty enough to hurdle any social barriers his

family or friends might raise against her. They were matried secrecly one
afternoon at City Hall, and shortly after the wedding he took her home
to meet his parents.

The meeting between his bride and mother had been a disastet,
though he avoided confessing this to me openly. His father had proved
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2, but the old gentleman’s family and sociy)
. . lly ignored by his wife. The first meeting b

d.eClSL,(f)nS \ze;(;sb;;etrl?erypf)ved also to be the last, and SandragWaztween
his wife zﬁ‘ iavited to the house. One time he told me, “Mother’s 5
;elfo ‘:ger woman, greatina crisis but sormetimes unbearable when

' al.”
[hl}n{?\j:: rr:ggrﬁappy as a banker, and he began to question what
would be waiting for him when he ;eached the- top. The thought of
the emptiness of the achievement frlglmFene.d him, and once he tolq
me, "I could see my father sitting at his big empty desk down at
head office, staring through the window at something far off that he
had lostor overlooked when he was young. At home I saw him going
chrough the ritual of two pre-dinner cocktails, later either watching TV
or getting dressed to take Mother to the symphony or a theatre first
her social do. It’s all a charade, Armstrong, don’t you

night or some ot
see? They're only puppets being maneuvered by strings from their

Presbyterian heaven.”

Rock and his bride had continued living in her bachelor-girl digs,
but they rented and furnished a small apartment when he received his
promotion to accountant in one of the bank’s suburban branches. Their
daytime separation and his refusal to let his father help them out
financially soon drove them slowly but inexorably apart. There had
been long acrimonious squabbles about monpey, about his parents’
attitudes towards her, about what she called his rich-boy mentality.

One evening she had phoned home to let him know she was staying
ata girl friend’s place overnight, and another time had disappeared for
awhole weekend. When he had called her at the bank on Monday
morning she told him blithely that she had accompanied another girl
and her husband to their summer cottage. He had checked and found
her story to be true, as far as she had told it to him.
neﬁfﬁ; t::ltl,e i;(;:vexéer, he knew Fheir mar.riage was on the skids. The
ech o fatheyre away overnight he did not botber to call her, but
f45 Vegas, Thees hirr[a;]nged a loan? packed a two-suiter, and flew to
ey i rﬁw away his money on the tables, and also ona

“Wampus Baby Srace O?lgziogd actresses, whom he described as
moved, and his clothes and b oo 1'_¢Eum€d hon'le tollellis wlle It
lter h received the per Snth elongings placed in storage. Two weeks

at Sandra had been killed in a highway

friendly enough 10 Sandr
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waffic accident, along with a young married man who was driving the
car.

He said to me, "I had to play the broken-hearted husband at the
funeral, but thar part of it was easy. Believe it or not, Armstrong, bue [
was broken-hearted. Mother, of course, took me back home where she
could treat me as her little boy. She never mentioned Sandra’s name
again. I moped around the house and garden all summer, and it was
then that the flowers began telling me the things I wanted to hear.”

Rock’s continued improvement seemed miraculous to me. I awoke
one afternoon from my nap to find his psychiatrist sitting in Our room
talking to him. I kept my face turned to the wall, pretending to still be
asleep.

Rock was asking, . . . and in your opinion, Dr. Kellock, how long
does this usually take?”

“It’s hard to say,” the doctor answered, in the vague way of doctors and
lawyers. "I think the shock treatments are doing you a world of good,
and you tell me your blackouts aren’t as frequent or of as long duration
as they were; certainly I've noticed that they are not constant s they
were when you were first admitted. If things continue improving as
they have over the past two weeks you could be ready for discharge
perhaps in anothet month or so0.”

“I'm anxious now to get back to work, Doctor.”

“Now, Mr. Ranson, I didn't say anything about going back to work
just yet. You'll need a couple of months, at least, of convalescence after
leaving here. Just rake things easy, get plenty of rest and ery to get rid
of your memories of your wife. Let the medication do the rest.”

“I'm only twenty-five, Doctor,” Rock said. "I realize now that I was
ill for months before coming here, and you tell me I've been here at the
clinic for seven weeks. That's an awful long time for a young man.”’

“I know it is. I'm quite pleased with the improvement you ar€ now
showing, and if your recovery continues as it has over the past couple
of weeks I see no reason why you shouldn’t be discharged ina month

or so. These blackouts, as you call them, will probably continue fora
time, bur will continue to diminish in both length and frequency. When
they disappear completely we'll be able to talk of going home.”

“T hope so, Doctor.” )

The doctor stood up-and said, “‘Just rake things €asy. Recovery from
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any illness seems slow and tedious, but there are times when ic can’y

be hurried.” i
“How many moré shock treatments do I need, Doctor?

Pethaps only another week. Ie all depends.”

«] don't hear the flowers talking much any more,” Rock said with 5
laugh. _ '

“Good. It’s not uncommon for a person with your illness to haye
auditory hallucinations. Y ou may.h.ave short infrequent returns of thes
but they'll disappear as your condition continues to improve, Don't
let them worry you.”

I heard the doctor walking to the door.

“Thanks, Doctor,” Rock said.

“Just remember t0 take things easy, Mr. Ranson."”

After the doctor had gone I turned over and said, *"Things are look.

ing up for you.”
“Yes. Were you listening?"’
“Fora while.”

“I've only got three more shock treatments, the doctor said.

Did you hear him telling me the way I used to act when the treatments
first started?”

I shook my head.

“Irused to take four attendants to get me into the room, and they had
to hold me down until they knocked me out with the needle. Now I
don’t mind raking the treatments at all, for I know they're doing me
good. What I'hate most is missing breakfast three mornings a week.”

“How do you feel afterwards ?”

“Woozy for a while, and I can’t remember recent things very well.
Wh'en I'wake up an attendant brings me back here, and I usually sleep
u‘fmf lunch. When I wake up my memory has mostly returned.”

"The shock treatments have sure done you a lot of good.”

They seem to. You know, Mr. Armstrong—"

I : \ x p
Wﬂ?xas the first time he'd called me “Mister.”

811:ay Wilf. You know, I once tried to commit suicide.”

I said, “‘Please call me

d“It wasn'tlong after Sandra was—
Iowu to the kicchen and tried to sla
cutone of them ang then fainted |

after Sandra died. One night I went
sh my wrists with a carving knife.
guess. The next thing I remember
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was waking up in the hospital with my forearm bandaged. Maybe I
didn’t faint but blacked out. I know that when I was sent home again !

began blacking out regularly, which threw a hell of a scare into them.”

“Them?”

“My parents.”

“How long did this go on?”

1 don’t really know, Wilf, I don’t remember much of the summer.”

“Rock—"" I smiled. ""You know I've shared this room with you for
more than two weeks and I still don’t know what to call you. I've
known all along that your last name is Ranson, but I don’t know your
first name.”

“It's William. William Cornish Ranson. The Cornish is my maternal
grandfather's name. Everybody calls me Bill.”

“* Around here they call you Rock.”

Helaughed. “I know. I'm beginning to answer to it.”

“ Somebody named you that before I got here. After Rock Hudson the
movie star,”

“That's pretty flattering, but undeserved,” he said. He swung his feec
to the floor and pulled up his pullover sleeve. “'Here's my scar,” he
said, as I leaned on my elbow to look. Across his left wrist was a faint
white scat bordered with the close elliptical marks of the stitches.

Y ou were lucky.”

“Yes. I guess I realize that now. At the time I cried to kill myself I
was still suffering from the shock of Sandra’s death and the breakup of
our marriage. It takes quite a while to get over something like chat.”

“Maybe you were lucky there too.”

He shot me a quick look. “How do you mean, Wilf?"”

“Well, one day last week we were sitting here talking, and you called
her The Bitch of Belsen.”

“Not Sandra,” he said. "1 wouldn't call Sandra anything like that.”

I stared at him, wondering if he'd forgotten.

“When do you expect to leave here, Wilf?"" he asked, as if co hurry
away from the subject of his wife.

“I'm leaving here next Monday.”

“Y ou're lucky. All you alcoholics are lucky. Maybe I'd have been
better off going on a binge myself than trying to bottle everything up
inside me.” o

“I'm sure there’s legitimate arguments both forand against it.
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Jegitimate Of not, against everything,” he s,; q
t

' nts, ;
S argume up from ki bed.

““There .
Ther : jumpmg

Jaughing a0
I couldn’t get used to calling hiry
re normally, going out with the gang.for walks throy 2h
Jking to the attendants am;l other patients, glancin g
cure magazines We had in our room, and even going

For the rest of the week Rock—

pill—acted qui
(he grounds, &2

h someé pic ;
throug ional Therapy once or twice, where he was mak

i it
Jownstairs to OCCup : ’ '
ing himsel(2 wallet. One evening he came with us to a bingo game j

he audicosium, where he sat opposite a young student nurse I'd seeq
him talking to in Our recreation room.

She was a stunningly precty girl, who, 11'ke the other students, wag
attached to a general hospital in another city, and was taking her psy.
chiatric nursing training at the clinic. After the bingo they walked back
o the ward together, and as 1 followed them along the corridor I
thought to myself how perfectly matched they seemed to be. I guessed
however, that her friendship with him was merely professional sym-
pachy and friendliness, though perhaps part of his therapy.

I became afraid of what it might do to Rock when the current group
of young nurses was replaced ina couple of weeks, and the pretty
student left. Her attraction for him might be building up to an awful
let-down, which might set him back to the way he had been at first.

That evening he had another “'blackout” as he called them, and I
heard him talking once again to the flowers, as we lay on our beds
waiting for the ten o'clock medication. He said, “‘Yes, I know,” which
was followed by some mumbling I didn’t understand. Then he satup
and shouted, I don’t believe it! From now on I'll only listen to the
hollyhocks!”

['too satup. ““Take it easy, Bill,” I said.

He gave me a dreamy smile.

::You had a nightmare that’s all.”
th:gﬁ;‘(;{:sjiﬁi?;ntshkngw about anything?" he asked, staring into
bis bed. sarr §d e window. H e rema{ned seated on the edge of
When the efenin“s;;? . sisteted can fimact
ing potion, she and%h registered nurse brought our pills and sleep-
eattendant stared at Rock for a moment. I knew

she would have t i < i
Rock's diSCharge(? Place his regression in her report, and it would delay
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She handed me a small paper cup containing my pill. " Your sleeping
otion has been discontinued, Mr. Armstrong,” she said. "I suppose
you'll be leaving us soon?”
“On Monday.”
““That’s fine. That's why they’ve reduced your medication.”

I pointed to Rock, who was oblivious to us. *"He was all right until
a few minutes ago,”” I rold her.

The nurse shook her head sadly. The acrendant said, “He's improved
alot lately. I wouldn't want to see a young man like that moved down
to A3 among the chronic cases.”

The nurse handed Rock his small paper cup and said, “‘Here, Mr.
Ranson. Here's something to make you sleep.”

He gave her his blank smile and swallowed the bicter-tasting
draught and the paper cup of grapefruit juice handed him by the
attendant.

“Get into bed, Mr. Ranson, please,” the nurse said, and he did as he
was told.

The nurse and the attendant bid us good night, shut off the light and
left, closing the door behind them. I fell asleep before Rock did, even
without my sleeping potion.

When I awoke the next motning Rock was shaving himself with an
electric shaver that one of the attendants had taken from his locker for
him.

“Good mortning, Wilf,” he said. ““You'd better get up. We'll be going
down to breakfast pretty soon.”

He had changed completely from the young man of the evening

before.

There were three discharges from our ward on Saturday, and a couple
of the alcoholics were allowed to go home for the weekend. The dining
room was only partly full, and afeer breakfast Rock brought his coffee
to my table, where we sat and talked until he was called out to join the
resc of the “chain gang,” as those who were taken to meals in 2 group
were called.

“There’s been a lot of improvement in that boy,” said an elderly
businessman who shared my table.

““Yes, he seems to be coming along fine,” I answered.

““The first couple of weeks I was here he didn’t speak to anyone.”



) The Sound afH”lj)/r'mc,éJ
1
.. -oommate for three days before he noticed me »
«[ know. | wasrfslljsefl?id s in here with mental trou bles,” said the by, sl

“[ feel sotfy fo
nessmaﬂ. ”I rﬂﬂy
than one ofl'hem-

be a damn fool sometimes, but I'd sooner be 5 drunj
[ was afraid that boy was 2 hopelless case when [ firg,
him, but his improvement has been almost miraculous.”
saw hl ’I returned upseairs Rock was lying on his bed reading a tagy.
. W I?;; Jowered it when 1 entered the room. A
Z(l!ne-l +are you going to do this afternoon?”’ I asked him.
gg‘:ﬁ if H):glen doesn’t go away for the weeker}‘d I havea dat.e 1O teag)
her how to play pocket billiards,” he answered . A pool table isn’t quite
carisfacrory, but I canat Jeast teach her the rudiments of_ the game.”
“Is Helen the young nurse you walked over from the bingo game wiy,

last night?” ' . .
“Yes, Helen MacDonald. She's from Niagara Falls. She's engaged to

a young doctor down there.” .
I was glad he knew that about her. Perhaps his interest was only a

friendly one too. ] .
“Don’t let me interfere with your reading,” I'said. "I'm going down o
Ad Ward to watch TV; ours will have nothing on but football all

afternoon.”

“I’m looking forward to getting my house privileges,” Rock said.
“I'll go visiting too. See you later, Wilf.”
When I returned to A2 before supper Rock was shooting pool with
an attendant.
“Who's winning?”
”He's sk}lnking me, Wilf. That's what I get for having been brought
up in a neighborhood that had no pool parlors.”
"What happened to the young nurse you were going to teach to shoor
pocket billiards?”

“Hlfler;?fler fiance cam;for her, and she went to the Falls for the

we; end.” He seemed quite unperturbed by this, and laughed happily
as theattendant made 2 run of a string of balls.

to;])(”l USI‘I‘S?;% :Jili;i were quite a few visitors to the clinic, and some
oy s f}zaﬂem's they had come to see, in the guest dining
returned to my mlom :;jatmi;:r my lunch in the half-empty dining hall
sound of maleand f took my usual nap. I was awakened by the

nd temale voices in the room and when 1 sar up I saw

I —
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the voices were those of Rock and 2 man and woman in late middle age.
Rock said, “Wilf, I'd like you to meet my parents. Mr. Armstrong.”
I stood up as Mr. Ranson offered me his hand with a smileand a
friendly nod. Rock’s mother half turned and gave me a curt nod.
“I'll get out of here and give you a little privacy,” I said, pulling on

my shoes.
“Don't let us drive you out,” said Mr. Ranson. His wife turned away,

ignoring me.

As I tidied my hair before the mirror above the washbowl I heard her
say to Rock, “I'll phone our own doctor tomorrow. If you ask me
you're completely recovered now from your breakdown, and I'm sure
you'll be much better off at home, where I can take care of you.”

“But Mother, Dr. Kellock told me just the other day—"
“He’s already given you a wrong diagnosis. Why, you certainly weren’t
suffering from anything as serious as he . ..”

I shut off the rest of her harmful foolishness by closing the door

behind me as I left.
Rock didn’t speak to me at supper, and when I asked him later if he'd

enjoyed his parents’ visit he turned his face to the wall and didn’c
answer me. I spent the rest of the evening watching television on the
glassed-in veranda, and didn’t return to our room until it was time to
put on our pajamas and bathrobes.

Rock was sitting fully dressed on the edge of his bed, staring
through the window and ralking to himself. I changed quietly so as not

to disturb him.
“I know,” he said, speaking to the unknown something outside.

“They told me. The hollyhocks are the only ones who really know. Ask

Sandra.” He shook his head. *“The Bitch of Belsen wants me back, but
I won’t go—never—never again!”

Ilay down to wait for the medication to arrive, leaving Rock to him-
self. Every once in a while he muttered snatches of unrelated conversa-
tion.

When the nurse and the attendant arrived, Rock jumped up from his
bed and made a lunge at the man, knocking him back into the corridor
and spilling his jug of grapefruit jnice on the floor. The nurse and I ran
out of the room, as the atcendant wrestled with the younger man. The
nurse hurried back to her office, and in a minute or two a pair of younger
attendants came running along the hall. They quickly overpowered
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ried the swearing, sobbing young man back tq b;
bed. The nurse returned from the nursing station carrying a hYpodern

e She entered ouf room1, closing the door bellnnd her. C
syl;;;lﬁm the nurse and the attendants came out again in a couple of

h  the nurse said, “I'm sorry you were disturbed like this, My,

Armstrong. Mr, Ranson s a.?lcep now, and probably won't wakep,
again until morning. If you Ilkc rhqugh you can take one of the empty
beds in the dormitory for tonight. There are a couple of empty beds,
aren’t there, George?”

The elderly actendant nodded, as he picked up his spilled jug fron,
the floor. T may be best, Mr. Armstrong,” he said, straightening up.,

Rock, and then car

minute:

“Somerimes 4 patient as disturbed as Mr. Ranson is pretcy unpredictal]e

“I'll sleep in my room,” I said. "I'm sure Mr. Ranson will be af| right
by morning.” ,

“I think so,"" said the nurse. "I gave him a rather heavy sedation.”
Despite my brave words in the corridor however it took me a long
time to fall asleep. The nurses and attenidants could take such fren zieq

flareups in their stride but I couldn’t.

It was some time during the night when I awoke thinking that the
noise I'd heard in my sleep was Rock having another attack. I looked
over to his bed and found it was empty. The shouting was coming from
along the hall. I pulled on my bathrobe and slippers and hurried from
the room.

The watchman who sat all night at the angle of the two corridors was
staring into one of the toilets, wringing his hands.

Get—me—a knife—the breadknife!” a night actendant was gasping.
As the watchman ran into the small kitchen where the juice was kept
and rt;ey made up the evening lunches, I looked around the toilet’s
0}382 ;)011; JlRick was hangmg strangled in his beit from an overhead
ipm the belt having been twisted around his neck.The attendant was
RY 810 push him up by the legs to relieve the pressure on his throat

ock’s face was purple, his mouth twisted | »
ol » his twisted into an obscene leer. I tried
elp theattendant hold him Aft i i
onl ‘ up—After they cut him down they tried
th-to-mouth resuscitation on th i i
Bt ton on the corridor floor, bue it was too late.
€ doctors arrived, Rock was dead.

I'was dj el
dromens Ejzfchlfrt%ei from Pinehills shortly after lunch, and my son
€ clty. From our apartment window we can look
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down on the back shed of an old private house in the next street.
During the summer the shed is half hidden behind a row of tall flower-
ing hollyhocks. Now the flowers were dead, their gangling stems dried

and broken.
“What's the matter, Wilf?" my wife asked, as I swung away from the

window.

“Nothing. Nothing's the matter at all. T just wish that old woman
across the parking lot would get rid of her back shed. Its a real eyesore.”
“It’s pretty during the summer though when the flowers are out,” she
said. 'Whac's the name of them again?”

“I forget,” I answered.

Hugh Garner bas long been one of Canada’s most industrious story writers and
novelists. Many of his staries have been universally recognized.” One-Two-
Three Little Indians' bas, according to Mr. Garner's most recent count, been
anthologized no leis than 28 times since its first appearance in 1952. " The
Sound of Hollyhacks' is from Garner's lasest collection of stories, VIOLATION
OF THE VIRGINS (1971). HUGH GARNER'S BEST STORIES (1963) grves us a
good sampling of bis story-telling valents. A Toronto native, Garner presents a
frankly realistic view of contemporary life, particularly the urban scene.



